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Author's Notes: 


For a certain feline friend. 


"We're fuckin’ poor. Happy birthday." 


Lars looked up to see James shutting the door behind him and presenting a shirt; an old band shirt of James’ 
own, still a little wrinkled 


Lars smiled. 


"Thanks, James," he said standing from the edge of the bed and forgetting about his magazine the second it 
left his hand. James stepped a little closer but stopped before he reached the bed 


"Wish | had a better gift for you. But-" 


"I know. It's okay. Thank you," Lars reassured, his smile never leaving his lips. James watched him for a 


moment, then cast his glance at the floor. He was silent for a few minutes. 
"We could do that, uh.. | mean, what you were talking about once." 


Lars bit back a grin. James was really struggling, and Lars was pretty sure he knew where his friend was 
trying to go with this; but it was his birthday, damn it, and he was going to enjoy every minute of it. 


"What was | talking about once? Gee, Het, that could be anything." 


James would have normally joined in and started cracking on Lars, but he was busy trying to not embarrass 


himself. 
"You know." 


Lars just quirked his eyebrows questioningly. James sighed and started rubbing his neck, throwing the t-shirt 
on the corner of the bed. 


"Well. | mean. | don't have a lot to give you, so. What | meant was.. We can, um." His eyes were glued to the t- 
shirt that hung off the corner of the mattress they could barely afford. "We can try and do it, you know, real 


slow, like you said that one time." 


The part of James’ face that wasn't concealed by his wavy blond hair was flushed red. Lars couldn't hold back 
his grin that time. 


"You saying what | think you're saying?" 

James slowly nodded as he reached into his back pocket and pulled out a small white tea light, tossing it so 
that it joined the t-shirt on the mattress. Lars' wide eyes followed it, then darted back up to James‘, whose 
own elusive eyes had already flickered elsewhere away from Lars’. 


‘Ils that a fucking candle?" Lars asked. 


He could see the outline of James’ jaw muscle working at his temple, then he shrugged. 


Lars recalled the drunken conversation he'd had with James months ago as they lay beside each other, 
squeezed onto one small mattress. Lars' head was swimming slightly, from the alcohol and his feelings. He 
remembered reaching over and stroking James' clammy stomach with the backs of his knuckles and turning his 


head so James could hear him. 


"You ever, like, done it really slow and gentle?" 


James laughed, a short and gutteral sound "You turnin’ into a chick?" 


"No," Lars said, unfazed. "But you ever tried that?" He swiped at his hairline with the back of his forearm as 


he waited for James to anwer. The older man was quiet for a while. 

"Well, no. I've only ever fucked you." 

Lars didn't turn to look, but instead froze in place. Had he heard that right? 
‘I'm your first?" Lars asked, wiping his free hand over his sweaty chest. 


"Yeah," James said very quietly, as if he didn't even want Lars to hear. Both were silent for an even longer 


stretch. 


When Lars felt that the silence had dragged on long enough, he said, his fingers making random patterns on 
James' abdomen, "Would you wanna try that?" 


James waited a few seconds, then turned his back to Lars on the mattress, disturbing the imaginary half- 
circle he'd been etching into his skin, and pulled the paper thin sheet over his shoulders. "What we're doing is 
already fucked up. We don't gotta make it all romantic, too." 


Lars was a little disheartened, but he'd expected as much. With a sigh, he slid down onto his back and stared 


at the invisible picture reel of James his mind had cast onto the ceiling, rubbing his sore neck and still tasting 
pillow as he tried to drift into sleep. 


James had shoved his hands into his pockets and was just waiting for Lars to say something now. 

"You sure?" Lars asked and regretted it straight away. Of course James was sure, or else he wouldn't have 
gone through the trouble, and Lars hinself was more than sure. Maybe he just needed to hear James say it 
again Or say anything that sounded even vaguely like, ‘let's make love: 

"Yeah, 'm sure," James muttered. "If you don't wanna-" 

"No! | do," Lars practically jumped in his sneakers. "Fuck. Okay. Right now?" 

Lars could have sworn he saw some kind of sparkle in James’ eyes as he took a step closer, and Lars felt his 
stomach leap as his lips tingled in anticipation for James to swoop in and kiss him; but he was only going for 
the candle, digging through his pockets for a lighter as he stepped towards the nightstand that was leaned 


against the wall, 


Lars stared as the small flame leapt into life on the waxy tip of the wick, swaying in the nonexistent draft 


much like his own insides, it seemed. His eyes walked from the little flame, up James' strong and sturdy arm, 
up to his face, stony in its concentration as he watched the flame from the lighter take and latch on for good. 
He set down the small round candle and took a step back, steeling himself, or watching the flame, or maybe 


just zoning out. 
Lars sat on the mattress. 


‘Its different from when you're just.. fucking," Lars said slowly, shaking James from his stance and taking his 
attention finally. He could see the yellow glint in James' eyes from the candle and pretended that sparkle was 
something else. "It's way different.” 


"How?" James asked, crossing his arms. 


"Well," Lars shrugged and found that the sparkle in James' eyes was just a bit too much as he looked away. "I 
don't fucking know. It's just like anything else, when you're taking your time. Like when you're listening to music. 
| mean, listening, not just hearing that shit. You feel everything more that way." Lars looked back up, satisfied 
that his analogy would particularly appeal to James, his theory confirmed when he met James' softened and 


curious eyes. 
"Think | get it," he said quietly, approaching the light switch on the other side of the room. 


"Like how you can listen to a song a thousand times and still miss something if you're not paying attention," 
Lars added, his words heavier by the end than when he'd started his sentence, the lights having been cut and 
a warm glow seeping through the dark. James was nearing him now, his dim silhouette growing closer as he 


spoke. "When it all clicks, it's like you're fuckin’ flying.” 


He trailed off slowly as James stopped in front of him and bent to capture his lips. His eyes instantly sunk 
shut like lead curtains but his heart started pounding harder when he realized that it was his first proper kiss 
with James, excluding drunken accidents, but those were so common anyway and Lars didn't even feel drunk, 
even though he was, but he always was anyways but this was different because he could actually feel James’ 
warmth and hands on his shoulders and it was so explosive and the momentum wasn't lost even when they 


separated to slip their shirts off and- 


Please," Lars whimpered into James' hard shoulder as he was pushed into the bed, arching his back away 


from the mattress, "Like this." 


James paused, watching the man beneath him, and Lars figured he wasn't used to the sight, looking down into 
the drummer's eyes instead of the back of his head like some kind of animal just following its evolutionary 


duties. 


"On your back?" James asked, staring at his hand stroking the side of Lars neck like it was a foreign and 
detached object. Lars nodded and then he was pulled down by some inexplicable force to kiss his best friend 
again and use those alien hands to part his thighs so he could settle in between them. 


"Candle's a nice touch," Lars gasped as James tried to bite off a piece of his neck. 
"Shut up." 

| mean it," Lars said a little quieter. "I like shit like that” 

"Oh," James said after a few seconds. "Good." 


The longer James' lips explored Lars’ neck, the hungrier he became, and before long he was rushing to yank 
Lars‘ tight jeans down. Lars let him, but wrapped a strong hand around James’ wrist to stop him and 


whispered, "Slow down." 


James stopped instead, and felt like a child being chastized and disciplined. It was embarrassing and he hated 
being told what to do; but Lars was showing him the way, painting the tips of his fingers down James' back so 
slowly that he was making a mural of goosebumps over the tanned skin James shivered, like all the fire had 
been sapped out of him, and he dropped his head against Lars’ shoulder as he savored in his friend's skillfull 


ministrations against his skin. 


Lars took his time making sure every sensitive inch of skin on James’ back was touched, every single nerve 
ending brought alive. And even though it was his birthday and not James’, there he was, composing a 
symphony on his skin James could almost hear. He'd never before felt his own skin leaping for that kind of 
touch, the excited anticipation of the next stroke.. he sighed into Lars’ neck. 


"Feel good?" Lars asked into his ear. More goosebumps rose along the back of his neck and he nodded. Lars 
kissed his temple, his cheek, his jaw and neck, anywhere he could reach without having to separate their 


chests. 


It was a far cry from their first encounters when they realized that if they needed sex, they could get it 
from their best friend, and every thing was done quickly, hungrily, in constant fear of being found out. There 
was no attachment, until Lars caught himself dreaming about James and watching him during every waking 


moment and realized that there might be feelings. 


Of course he realized how dangerous and stupid it was to fall in love with your bandmate. But he was more of 


a romantic than he was a thinker anyway. 


And there he finally had James, his arms tucked under his shoulders as he leaned over to place hundreds of 


small and slow kisses onto his waiting lips, carefully sliding inside. 


Lars gasped quietly as James pushed in deeper. He risked a glance up at James, being met with a pair of blue 
eyes watching for his reactions as he took more of him in. That look was almost too much but Lars couldn't 
bear to tear his eyes away from that overwhelmingly lustful stare as James started to move himself in and 


out. His look almost taunted, almost said that's right, Im doing this fo you.. But then he leaned down to kiss his 


lips and all the dominance vanished and it was just two people feeling each other move. 

Lars moaned freely into James’ lips and James realized just how much he loved the sound. 

The quiet room was filled only with the sound of the cheap mattress slowly rocking and Lars' soft mewling 
cries, periodically a long, drawn out groan from James, and small meaningless phrases from both men, some in 
Danish, words that might have made sense if their heads were anywhere other than the clouds. 

"Fuck. James," Lars grunted after a few minutes of silence. James turned so his cheek rested against Lars’. 
"Close?" He barely managed. 

Lars nodded and held on tighter. 

"Good" He moved away to kiss Lars’ cheek. "Happy birthday, Lars. Sorry | couldn't get you any-" 

"Sshh," Lars whispered, silencing James with his lips. James took the hint and kissed back, picking up his pace a 
little to bring Lars over his edge. He was rewarded with nails scraping his back and his friend trying to keep 
quiet as his body shuddered at its climax, the only word he was able to say being, "James" 

James followed closely, keeping his gentle pace until his own orgasm washed over him, and he finally slumped 
atop Lars, knowing the smaller man wouldn't mind the extra weight. They were silent as their bodies relaxed, 
James barely registering Lars’ thighs squeezing gently around his hips as his hands slowly stroked his blond 
hair. 


"Thanks for doing that for me," Lars whispered softly. 


"Mm," James hummed in response as he nuzzled closer to Lars’ shoulder. "We'll have to, uh, try that more 


often" 


Lars' heart fluttered at that, but he managed to keep his composure as he simply replied, "Yeah." He had 
trouble sleeping that night, and watched James doze in the fading candle light until it wasn't his birthday 


anymore. 


